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The angels called from deep to deep,
The burning heavens felt the thrill,

Startling the flocks of silly sheep
And lonely shepherds on the hill.

To-night beneath the dripping bows

Where flashing bubbles burst and throng,

The bow-wash murmurs and sighs and soughs
A message from the angels' song.

The moon goes nodding down the west,
The drowsy helmsman strikes the bell;

Rexjudceorum natus est^

I charge you, brothers, sing Nowell,
Newell,

Rex Judceorum natus est.